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"ARE you here?"

" Yes." Sun Yat Sen took his wife's hand, pressing

it feebly.   The room was kept dark; the doctor had
said Sun Yat Sen must sleep.

His wife was sitting at his bedside. He and she
knew that he had cancer, that there was no hope of
recovery, that the body of the man Sun Yat Sen was
disintegrating irrevocably.

How tender her hand is, Sun Yat San thought, how
I love her. The clearness of her skin and the clearness
of her mind beautified my life. Suddenly another
thought pierced his brain torturing him more than the
pains in his body.

" I am afraid Chiang Kai Shek is scheming against
the Russians," he said.

"I don't think so," his wife said, against her better
knowledge.

" One should have given the peasants more," he
murmured. "Much more. I should have kept my
promise......I am so uncertain now......"

"Your picture is on all family shrines/' Madame
Sun Yat Sen said in her clear, energetic voice.
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